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Acknowledgement to Country: 
This magazine is created and published on the Indigenous land of 
The Eora Nation, of which sovereignty was never ceded. 
We ask to pay respect to all Indigenous Peoples both past, present 
and future. This land was and always will be Aboriginal Land. 
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Welcome to Issue No. O06 of Plinky Plonky Magazine: ‘TUMBLEWEED?! 
For this issue, we wanted to capture and create something that has the 
fun and whimsy you expect form Plinky Plonky, and combine that with 
works that aim to subvert the western. Not only that, we wanted to also 
think and consider ideas of home, and mundanity. That in a way, the 
tumbleweed is both a sign of adventure, but also boredom. I’d also like to 
take a minute and wish you all a happy pride month! The symbol of a 
cowoboy is also one that is quite queer, so with Tumbleweed, we wanted 
to allude to that! At any rate, | hope you enjoy this edition of the maga- 
zine and perhaps I’Il see you when you walk into the saloon. Time will stop 
and all eyes will be glued on your magnificent presence! 


- Thierry St. Quintin; creator, 
chief editor and director of all things Plinky Plonky. 


- CREDITS - 


shost town / unattached by Lychee Lui / Yeehaw Partner by Alexa 
Stevens / I Remember Jeep by Huw Bradshaw / Orville by Valerie 
Joy / Cowboy Lovers by Antonia T / The Radiant Glow Of The 
Cowboy's Eyes Glisten Like A Dying Star by Thierry St. Quintin 
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shost town / unattached 
By Lychee Lui 


shost town 


I woke up one day and it was a very good 
day but when I went back home it wasn’t 
there anymore and it collapsed a lung in 
me, it must have, because that’s the sort 
of effect that losing a home must elicit, 


right? 


and I stood there a while, thumbs in belt 
loops and toe a-tapping and none of it 
came, none of it went, and I felt it 
couldn't have been such a nice 

day if I lost my home but 

that bespoke a turn of 

determinism a 

city-slicker 

would be more 

familiar with, and it 

turns out our ways are not 

so dissimilar, meat and bone 


and flesh and marrow all look the 


same in the end. but I didn’t know that yet, 


so I looked at the absence and turned on my heel. 


The roads were familiar but I was not, filament 


grey in the barren landscape. it was 
unfamiliar, taken all into account, 
but the ground was the same 


even as I was not. 


‘The day was a good one 


for it had not ended yet. 


unattached 


i have been here a while 

here, there, and everywhere 
this has not been a journey but 
a path cutting through the cliffs 
but there is a dead end 

for a person at least 

person or plant 

who am i 

but a 

humble 


tumbleweed 


Yeehaw Partner: A Poetry Collection 


Acrostic (Stage Left). 


Yellowing sunset 

Enters stage right, 

Enters and stops, considering. 
Halt! 

A lone figure in the 
Wasteland, stage left. 


Practical grimace decorates 

An artless face. He is a blank 
Rotating record in a bar 

To those who do 

Not know him. 

Exit stage right. Time for a new 


Rotation. 


Invention 


I watch the drip 
Ofa 
Bubbler 
A small 
Scale 
Abduct- 
Ion: 
Water 
Kidnap- 
Ped by 


Gravity. The water swirls 


In the silver probe metal 


Completes a 


Cold orbit of black hole sink 


By Alexa Stevens 


Dripping Sunlight 
We are watching 

The pick and unpick 

Of horizon, clouds of 
Loosened stitches into 

Foggy blanket, 

When you tell me you 

Love me. The hour is to morning 
Like a chick is to hatching, 
When my eyelids 

Stick like how tree sap 

Holds the little bug 

In death. I am 

Much like that bug, 

Half in syrupy awareness. 

My elbows hinge slow 

But sure, when I hold your face 


To kiss you. 


STEREO FIDELITY | LONG PLAY x S 
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‘Ride on Cowboy, 
Be Seeing You’ 


1. The Wanderer - Dion 

2. Jungle Blues - C.W. Stoneking 

3. Big Rock Candy Mountain - Norman 
Blake 

4. Big Iron - Marty Robbins 

5. Alone And Forsake - Hank Williams 

6. (Ghost) Riders In The Sky - Johnny 
Cash 

7. Youre Dead - Norma Tanega 


TUMBLE- 
WEED 
‘Ride on cowboy, be seeing you’ 


PLINKY 
PLONKY 


Az~z~~EEErEEqEoqC7~EnT 
The Wanderer * Jungle Blues * Big Rock Candy Mountain 
Big Iron * Alone and Forsaken * (Ghost) Riders in the Sky 


You're Dead * Downtown Train * Patient is the Night 
Cruel World * Guranteed * Skinny Love * Cmon Baby, Cry 
Jolene * The Times They Are A Changin’ 

Take Me Home, Country Roads 
Run of the Mill * Dream Sweet in Sea Major 
ee, 


8. Downtown Train - Tom Waits 

9. Patient is the Night - The Blasting Company 
10. Cruel World - Willie Nelson 

11. Guaranteed (Humming Verson) - Eddie Vedder 
12. Skinny Love - Bon Iver 

13. C’mon Baby, Cry - Orville Peck 

14. Jolene - Dolly Parton 

15. The Times They Are A-Changin’ - Bob Dylan 
16. Take Me Home, Country Roads - John Denver 
17. Run of the Mill - George Harrison 

18. Dream Sweet in Sea Major - Miracle Musical 


BONUS TRACKS 
19. OP Shoshone - Chris Remo 
20. Walkin - Denzel Curry 


Playlist Arranged by Thierry St. Quintin. 
Avaliable on Spotify, Simply scan the code or search for User Plinky Plonky 


Orville 
By Valerie Joy 


Orville Peck is a country musician based in Canada, and known for his distinct sense of 
style. Never showing his face, Peck wears a cowboy hat and fringe mask, which gives 
celebrity presence an aurora of mystery, but also supports his music’s playful and 


heartbreaking tinge. 


Orville came to me at a pivotal time in my 
life, a time where I was really discovering and 


learning to understand myself. 


‘The songs of his debut album “Pony” don't 
necessarily provide such themes, instead 
focusing instead more on the trials and 


tribulations of love and heartbreak. 


But his ever-encapsulating sound and soothing 
voice took me in a warm embrace and 
provided immense comfort and energy in a 


time I needed it most. 


A tattoo of Orville Peck Valerie did on her right thigh. 
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By Huw Bradshaw 


“I Remember Jeep” 
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The Radiant Glow of the Cowboys 
Eyes Glisten Like a Dying Star 


By Thierry St. Quintin 


A Great Laugh / Opal, (‘You’re Doing So Good’) / This Is My Face, I Hope You Like It / Rose Tinted Eyes / 
Glimmers of the Wasteland / Long Nights And The Unpredictability Of The Last Time / Absalom, Andromeda 
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‘The Radiant Glow of the Cowbo 


Dedicated to 
Xavier and Logan, 
Who allowed me to metamorph from 
a cockroach stuck on my back, into a cockroach 


who crawls through the crumbling cracks. 


Further dedications to 
Tex Crick and Thebe Kgositsile, 
Who have indirectly and directly allowed 
emerge from the world of the dreaming, to 


the world of the real. 


Thank you to whoever is reading this too. 
It means the world to me, you make my heart glow, 


you beautiful star. 


Glisten Like a Dying Star 


L. A Great Laugh. 

To look into the sky is shattering, 
Stars die with each passing breath, 
Cosmic stress, intergalactic angst, 
Alluring is the infinite endlessness, 


I find bread crust behind my ear. 


Time well spent is better than no time at all. If not for all that was, I'd be elsewhere. I feel 
as if ’'m sinking and deteriorating. All that’s left is to let out a laugh. To hunch over, with a 
smile that creases the skin and cracks the lips, a loud exhale that one can feel in their ribs. A 


shiver and convulsion. Tears, standing in my eyes. 


But I watch the sky nonetheless, 
Cumulus drift and obscure the dark, 
I sink into the stillness and unease, 
But something doesn’t feel right, 


I smell smoke when I think of you. 


I. Opal, (‘You’re Doing So Good’) 

I long for a cowboy existence. To stroll as the wind does like a nomadic being, to not be 
shackled by these anxieties. And with no name, all he does is walk, leaving a trail that is 
destined to dissolve. He moves towards me, one foot after the other, with a metallic cling of his 
pistol bumping the buttons of his slacks. He wears a brown suit, a cow skin vest, rattlesnake 
necktie and sunglasses to hide his eyes. He smirks, showing off a gold tooth and strings of 
saliva. With a towering height and a scarred face, his presence is intimidating and exudes with 
a feeling of dread. 

He takes me by the collar, pulling me inches from his face. He licks his lips and 
swallows. I dangle. He says something, but I’m unable to hear as his voice is so raspy that it 
sounds more like a breath. He repeats. 

He drops me and I land on my knees with my gaze still locked on his face. Dropping 
to my level, he takes off his glasses. His eyes, like diamonds, are jagged with peaks that bounce 
light like a disco ball. They glisten a warped reflection back to me and I’m at a loss for words. 


He lights a cigar and inhales. 


HI. This Is My Face, I Hope You Like It 
There’s some sort of magic, 

An otherworldly calmness, 

Washes over all I know. 

Perhaps it’s the damp grass, 

It stains my shirt with green. 

Specks of warmth and joy, 

And I remember saying, 

“This is my face, I hope you like it”. 


The moon does not respond to me still it hides. I watch the stars flicker and they glow with 


mystery. I can’t help but remember the end, the sudden alien feeling, a sinking pain. Worry is 


like a silver chain. 


The moon emerges in pain, 
Screeching and melting and, 
And cracking and twisting. 

I fall deeper into the grass, 

I watch the moon reach, 
With black opal tendrils. 

A crimson red of entropy, 
Echoing screams and laughter, 


I let out a gasp for air. 


IV. Rose Tinted Eyes / Glimmers of the Wasteland 

The blood moon looms overhead and extends its limbs. They dig through the earth’s surface 
and emerge, smashing through skyscrapers, making the crumble into flames. Trapped on my 
back in the chasm, I listen to the guttural breaths. Eclipsing the celestial body, the cowboy 


enters with the cacophony of chaos reflecting off his rose-tinted eyes. 


I hear the piano we danced to, 
The moments when time ceased, 


Three left feet and aching knees. 


The blood moon rises higher into the sky. 

It absorbs and pulls everything towards it. 
Shapeshifting entities scurry through the street. 
Fires on bridges, highways collapsing. 
Casino lights grow brighter and brighter. 
Pressing buttons for a feeling of bliss. 
Manufactured chance and a carousel of faces. 
Smoke by the train station makes me laugh. 
The creatures cradle bone and carry candles. 
The moon anchors to the surface with its tentacles. 


And it begins to pull the planet towards it. 


My vision becomes wavy, 
Like a gas leak, I see in double, 


And struggle to reach out of the crevice. 


He pulls me to my feet. The cowboy closes his eyes and breaths smoke as I find balance. He 
wraps his arms around me, pulling me into his chest, and I feel his warmth transfer into my 


body. Whispering into my ear in his raspy voice, I don’t attempt to decipher it, instead, let 


the sounds wash over me. 


- Radiant Glow of the Cowboy's Eyes Glisten Like a Dying Star 


4 Long Nights And The Unpredictability Of The Last Time 
You. I remember when we sat next to each other on the last bus back home. You stayed awake, 
but I grew tired. My eyes wouldn’t stay open so | rested my head on your shoulder, listening to 
the conversation on the next seat over. I imagined your smile. We held hands. I let sleep take 
me. I wish I didn’t. I wish I could sink back into that bus seat next to you. 

I wake next to the warmth of a blazing fire of debris. Rolling to my back, I rub my face 
squinting at the sky which cracks open. A monolithic scaly hand emerges and opens its fist, 
creating an ethereal glow that shines like a spotlight, illuminating the midnight, blood-red- 


tinged cityscape. 


Uptight, I feel lonely. 
Uptight, I think of the bus. 
Uptight, I wonder if youd call. 
Still, I struggle to sleep. 
Uptight, I wonder what now. 
Uptight, I think of the oysters. 


Uptight, I try to remember your voice. 


Smoke sprawls as the fog does in winter and I try to smile, to laugh through a cough. 


Eldritch spheres drift out of the hand’s angelic beam of light and shine with their own warm, 


white glow. I follow their chemtrails, climbing across the crumbled city and through cracks 


like a cockroach. 


VI. Absalom, Andromeda 
Here, I rest. Sitting on a beach, grains of sand, and warm water. I run my hand through the 
champagne ocean and wash my face, for the first time in months. I look at the crimson sky, as 


it shifts to pink as the sun rises. I fall to my back, finally smiling not out of pain; 


To look at the sky is stunning, 

All the dreams that dance across, 
Like ballerinas, intergalactic rhyme, 
Kind is the sun’s warmth and care, 


So, hold me tight cowboy, hold me tight. 
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I remember walking home late one night 
Early morning or twilight 

Dead rats and flying bats 

An old man in a taxi cab 

The silken moon gone behind purple fog 


All I could do was think of you once more 


Itd been too long since I last saw you 

We sipped tea and listened to records 
Bickered over the past and those who are gone 
‘The road was wet as I walked on 

I spoke to myself as I trotted to bed 


The words in my head were now in the air 


A cat wandered with me down the avenue 
The cul-da-sac of a life once lived 

Rain fell on me and my companion hid 
Strange noises and strange feelings 


I moved onwards and followed the streetlight 


‘T play the street life 
Because there’ no place I can go 
Street life 

Its the only life I know 

Street life 

And there’ a thousand cards to play 
Street life 

Until you play your life away” 
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I Can't Seem To Shake You From My Mind 


Cherry Murmurs 


Funny thing talking to yourself 

I felt less alone for once in my life 

Maybe that’s why I spoke to myself young 
A cerebral friend born from nowhere 


Or just a way to find a part of me I liked 


I can't help but feel your presence now 
Past recollections make me feel low 

At the time I felt my heart sink 

‘The precursor to being heart break 

Now I feel subdued like the rain in wind 


All there is to do is to walk on, thinking of you 


On my mattress I still leave room for you 
Not in case if youd return into my arms 

But because I can’t find that new normal 
It’s hard to shake you from my mind 

To let go of all that time 

All I can do is leave a place for you 


And hope to see you soon 


*Quote from Street Life, Crusaders 
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Thank you all. 
Be seeing you cowboys! 


Contributers Instagram Links 

Alexa Stevens / @lexi.lilli 

Valerie Joy / @valeriejoy.jpeg 

Huw Bradshaw / @childsouljaboy 

Antonia T / @artgallerys 

Thierry St. Quintin / @plinkyplonkyfeatures 


Chief editor and creator of all thing Plinky Plonky is Thierry St. Quintin 
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Thank you for supporting Plinky Plonky by downloading this PDF, 
contributing content or watching our stuff via YouTube. 
We strive to offer a hodgepodge of content each season this year, 
each in a variety of mediums coming from different voices, so if you’d 
like to express interest in collaborating, you can contact us here: 


Instagram: @plonkyplonkyfeatures 
Gmail: plinkyplonkyfeatures@gmail.com 
Youtube: plinkyplonkyfeatures 
Spotify: The Plinky Plonky Spotlight (Podcast) / Plinky Plonky (Playlists) 


We’d love to hear from you! 
Thank you again, much love and see you in soon... 
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